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Where Calara Shimmerings Fly


Jack Challis


For those who keep a window in their imagination open.


PROLOGUE


Eighteen stories: a novelette, novellas, short stories and poems. Tales of human contact with the unexplainable and the unearthly; contacts that are on occasions deadly, frightening and sometimes enchanting, protective. Tales of the fairer sex’s schemes of avarice: lust, love and terrible revenge; emotions that can attract the wrong kind of unwanted attention from another dimension. True stories of human survival and of an unusual… perhaps even unnatural friendship of a beautiful female with an extremely dangerous animal.


Including a novelette of a newly married female’s premonition of impending sexual danger, from an unseen being not of our time; a premonition her husband did not heed.


Can we attract unwanted attention by fantasizing – keeping an open mind? Is leaving an open window in our imagination as risky as leaving an open door into our house – through which anything can enter?





Are some legends based on forgotten truths lost in time? Are there strange life-forms hiding in the mysterious fourth dimension; can our second dimension merge with the fourth dimension during the solstices?


Consider this: if a moth can take on the appearance of a piece of bark… is it in the first stage of shape-shifting? Touch it… you will feel the soft body of a moth; for a shape-shifter only deceives the eye not the touch. Touch a shape-shifter in the guise of a beautiful woman and you will feel something completely different: perhaps revolting.


A caterpillar spins a cocoon and over a period of time emerges as a butterfly; is the caterpillar becoming a true changeling? In time will the metamorphisms of insects become immediate and visually spontaneous? Alien Lings appeared on earth two thousand years ago. Lings are small humanoids of insect ancestry: Lings are true changelings. They are still here.


Can we draw the attention of the three fickle female fates by fascinating them – tempt fate?


We understand the moon’s magical and powerful effect on the seas; but we are still unaware of star-power on us: the moon is a star.


Europe was once covered in forests. As pales of twilight descended… man stayed close to his warm hearth; for the spirits of the forest were bolder then. Can the collective power of trees, water earth and sky create… sustain strange life-forms? Remember: Today’s fantasy and fiction is tomorrow’s reality and fact.”
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The Black Barbary Stallion


Copywrite © Jack Challis 2010, all rights reserved





The Schemes of Fiona Parker-Smyth and Annabelle Deville





Fiona and Annabelle were best friends – they also hated each other. The two attractive, twenty-one year olds first met at private boarding school. Their competitive and volatile friendship continued at Roedean the prestigious school for well-off young ladies.


Fiona and Annabelle were both queen bees among their peers. Little did these two privileged young women know that in a few days time a terrible and frightening event awaited them; for they were attracting the attention of one of the beautiful and deadly fickle Fates?


The three female Fates watch us constantly and have no respect for privilege or rank when dealing with mere mortals. It is never wise “to tempt a Fate.” It will not go unnoticed. However, on rare occasions, one of these beautiful and fickle females may change her mind; change it at the very last minute. After all – it is a feminine privilege.





At the present time, both young women were working on devious schemes, schemes that were still in their infancy. Fiona Parker-Smyth’s scheme involved the blatant entrapment in marriage (through pregnancy) of a naive young man, whose father was extremely rich. Once this was accomplished, and she had climbed further up the monetary pecking order – Fiona Parker-Smyth planned to dump her best friend Annabelle Deville – there was only room for one queen bee in any hive.


Annabelle’s scheme involved the acquisition of Fiona’s prized and rare Barbary stallion; this she was determined to accomplish by fair means or foul. Annabelle also planned to terminate her friendship with her best friend, after acquiring the stallion: she did not trust Fiona. Both young women were seeking inspiration and the opportunity to put their schemes into practice. Unfortunately they soon realized – they would need each other’s assistance to bring their schemes to fruition.





Annabelle had a feeling something had gone horribly wrong in Fiona’s relationship with the rare and temperamental stallion. Guessing Annabelle’s motives, Fiona was determined to keep her away from her parent’s manor house and the stables. It was the only way to hide her secret.


Time was quickly running out for both the two scheming young ladies. They knew that the halcyon period of their lives would soon be over when they reached the age of twenty two. Fiona and Annabelle would, with the help of their respective fathers, enter highly paid jobs in the world of advertising.


Annabelle took pleasure at the prospect of her new working career and being financially independent. Fiona took umbrage! Work of any kind did not bode well with the pampered Fiona. Toil was for plebeians only; she would prefer to follow her fleeting fancies. Fiona had only nine months left to marry into money.





Both girls had flats in Chelsea next door to each other. Fiona was in Annabelle’s flat preparing for their trip to the Seychelles.


‘I am bored!’ The impatient Fiona exclaims, admiring her tall curvy body in the mirror. ‘I have been in Chelsea a month – and have only spoken to Giles twice.’


‘Giles Grimsdyke?’ repeats Annabelle surprised, then returns to her own thoughts, gazing out of her open window onto the humid, shimmering, toxic haze of traffic in the street below.


‘What do you think of Giles?’ Fiona asks.


‘A rather strange choice,’ answers Annabelle pulling a face.


“Tell me where is fancy bred?” Fiona quotes Shakespeare.


Annabelle remains silent, distant, still lost in her own thoughts.


‘Come – on!’ Fiona urges, ‘you must have an opinion.’


‘On what?’


‘Giles Grimsdyke of course,’ Fiona answers impatiently.


‘Ok – if you insist. Giles Grimsdyke’s head reminds me of a termite hill – he has narrow shoulders, wide hips and the delicate fingers of a milk-maid. He probably also has a parasitical infection – he never stops eating. I would rather spend an evening with Dracula – satisfied?’


‘Giles is a hungry student – what do you expect?’ Fiona defends, ‘he has nice eyes, long lashes and legs.’


‘So has a lama,’ Annabelle answers, her thoughts still elsewhere.


‘Lets go to your parents’ manor house, we have over a week before the Seychelles. I would just love to see your Barbary stallion.’


‘Has Giles ever asked you out?’ Fiona enquires, ignoring Annabelle’s suggestion.


‘Twice.’


‘Where?’


‘McDonalds.’


‘Did you go?’ Fiona asks with jealous interest.


‘What! – I would not be seen dead…


‘With Giles – or in MacDonald’s?’


‘Both!’


‘What did you tell him?’


‘I was washing my hair – look, let’s go to your parents place,’ coaxes Annabelle, ‘you know I love horses.’


‘Giles must be a little dim,’ replies Fiona again ignoring Annabelle’s suggestion, ‘preferring to trek the Himalayas – instead of sharing the many pleasures of my bed.’


‘There are other fish,’ replies Annabelle, still looking out of the window. It was obvious to her Fiona was adamant to keep her away from the horse.


‘I am not into kissing fish,’ Fiona replies.


‘You have kissed enough frogs!’ answers Annabelle.


‘It’s the only way to find a prince – do you think Giles is shy of me?’


‘Scared stiff – more like!’ Annabelle exclaims. ‘Look, I would just love to see your Barbary stallion.’


‘Has Giles got a girlfriend?’ Fiona enquires.


‘No.’


‘What does he do for sex?’


‘Don’t ask! Why the sudden interest?’


Fiona knew she had to come to the point (she needed Annabelle’s cooperation) Annabelle knew Giles well – time was running out.


‘I need to marry – I have only nine months left.’


‘Marry Giles!’ Annabelle exclaims.


‘Can you imagine me working nine to five – office hours?’


‘No!’ answers Annabelle, ‘you would be useless – can we go to your parents place? I do miss the country.’


‘The marriage will be short term,’ says Fiona, I have a low interest span,’ still ignoring Annabelle’s strong hints.


‘You have had the stallion for nine months and you have never invited me over to see him – why?’ Annabelle replies, putting on a hurt tone.


‘And when you do see him,’ replies Fiona, you will pester me to ride him. I have told you – I am the only person he responds to. I don’t want you injured. The Barbary stallion is a vicious brute – he cannot be trusted.’


Annabelle Deville was beginning to suspect something was badly amiss between Fiona and the stallion; despite her best friends constant bragging of the stallion’s power and speed. Annabelle shrewdly decided to drop the subject. If Fiona was not bonding with the Barbary, perhaps her parents (good friends of the Parker-Smyth’s) could buy the prize stallion for her. Annabelle needed something to distract Fiona – deflect her attention away from the horse – Giles Grimsdyke was her answer. Giles would be the key to her ultimate dream: owning a jet black Barbary.


‘You would not believe the problems buying the stallion,’ says Fiona, rubbing it in; ‘Luckily we knew someone in the diplomatic service – the Arabs are loath to export them.’


‘We could invite a few others.’ Suggests Annabelle, after a long silence, ‘and a couple of drones, Tommy and Rupert – perhaps I could even invite Giles Grimsdyke.’


‘Do you think Giles will come?’ Fiona sparkles.


‘Giles is a penniless student,’ replies Annabelle, ‘he would willingly accept an invite from a screaming, syphilitic harpy, for free food and lodgings.’


‘Thanks!’ says Fiona sarcastically, ‘how much is Giles’s father worth?’


‘He is the fourth richest man in the UK,’ answers Annabelle.


‘Then Giles will inherit an absolute fortune,’ announces the exuberant Fiona, ‘Giles is the sole heir.’ Annabelle now knew for certain she had the key to the stallion’s stable door. Her parents knew Giles’s father, he was their richest client. Mr Ernie Grimsdyke was a down to earth, plain speaking, and self-made Yorkshire man; known to all the top city brokers’ as “Grandarse” – behind his back of course – because of his wide girth. Ernie Grimsdyke was often invited by the Deville’s to dinner, at their plush residence in Mayfair. He was once asked by Annabelle’s father Charles Deville, if he would like to open an expensive trust account for his only son and heir Giles, to help escape future death duties.


“Nay Charles,” Mr Grimsdyke had replied. “Giles is getting nought – except the best education money can buy. I strongly believe inherited wealth turns children into reet lazy, toffee-nosed twats,’ Mr Grimsdyke’s gaze shifted to Annabelle, who was delicately eating a steak Dianne with the grace of a Persian princess, but was – as usual – all ears to the conversation.


“If I left Giles my millions,’ continues Mr Grimsdyke, ‘he would forget me in a week, if I leave him bugger-all – he’ll remember me for the rest of his life, and get his finger out of his arse!” Mr Ernie Grimsdyke was a man of his word. But of course Annabelle had no intention of informing Fiona of this very important fact. All the same Giles was her diversion – a diversion with a sting in its tail. Fiona – after marrying Giles – would not be aware of this extremely important fact, until Mr Grimsdyke had passed away: revenge served stone cold. It would be an excellent parting gift, from Annabelle before she concluded her friendship with her best friend.





Fiona lit a cigarette and dwells on this pleasant information for a long moment. She did not care if Giles’s head resembled a termite hill: a mole hill, an ant hill or even a butter-nut squash – he would soon be filthy rich. Then suddenly a negative thought enters Fiona’s head.


‘Giles told me he would start training in Snowden tomorrow,’ states Fiona, looking rather hurt at this brush off.


‘Not for another two weeks,’ answers Annabelle, ‘my brother Johnny is going with him. Giles would just love water-skiing behind your fathers speed boat.’


Fiona takes a while to think about it, this was most unusual; confirming Annabelle’s suspicions that something was badly amiss at the Parker-Smyth’s manor house stables, something she did not want Annabelle to know about. Annabelle sugars the pill.


‘I can arrange for you to drive Giles down to Sussex – stop off and have a romantic lunch – get to know him better.’


‘Ring him now!’ Fiona orders impulsively – suddenly cheering up again and lighting another cigarette while contemplating the life of super-rich idleness.


Annabelle Deville gave her best friend the sweetest smile, a smile that radiated holiness and light. She picks up the phone.





Fiona and Annabelle’s circle of chosen friends comprised: well off young female workers – all ex-Roedean – who provided company and amusement. All beautiful alpha females need less attractive female workers for companions. Also included in this small exclusive hive were a few idle penniless drones, to fetch, carry heavy luggage and flatter the queens. Male drones also had another far more important function. Their presence in the company of the queens was to convey to any hovering and watching, ‘eligible males’ (young men with very rich parents) that the group of rowdy, drunken young ladies on the next table, were not a bunch of wild, unapproachable lesbians with sharp talons and sharper tongues. For this assumption tends to quickly dissolve any young man’s amorous intentions rather sharply.


The definition of a drone: male chinless wonder; who is permanently hungry; never carries currency and acts as a general factotum to the queen bees in return for: free holidays, free board and lodgings, three large meals a day and free alcohol. There would be no nuptial flights with the queens for these lowly drones. However, there were other perks; when the queens were distracted, or when they were nimbly capering in their royal chambers – the hungry drones will head straight for the pantry and help themselves to the stores of royal jelly, and thus fortified would then sniff out any willing worker for a quickie. It is a symbiotic relationship as in any bee society.





Both young women had different personalities. Fiona Parker-Smyth was an arrogant and impatient snob; Annabelle Deville a little less so. Fiona was blonde (natural) brash and spoke rapidly. Annabelle, a brunette was more subtle in getting her own way, and always spoke in an unhurried fashion… carefully choosing and measuring her words. Both girls had one thing in common: a spiteful nature.


Fiona’s parents lived in the country and owned a large manor house. Annabelle’s parents lived in Mayfair. Both the girl’s fathers had top positions in the city. While in London, the two girls and their circle of female friends; all ex-Roedean pupils and a few lazy drones, had spent their time partying and posing in all the right places. It was now the ides of May and the sun smiled warmly.





The Black Barbary Stallion


The Manor House


Fiona and her friends belong to a small minority of young people, who commoners seldom come into contact with. Her allowance was generous, allowing several long expensive holidays every year in exotic resorts, where the rest of her kind congregated; resorts that are unknown to the ‘pleb-lodytes (common people).


If a few pleb-lodytes happened to suddenly appear, skulking in the shadows or blinking in the sunlight; loudly complaining about the price of booze in the bars – they were to be ignored. If their numbers and boldness grew – the resort had to be evacuated and another location quickly found.





Fiona did drive Giles down to Sussex on a beautiful, very warm May afternoon. They stopped for lunch on the way and despite Fiona Parker-Smyth’s suggestion that she knew a deserted beach along the coast, where they could swim nude… Giles remained tongue-tied and monosyllabic. The reason for Giles’s silence was simple: fear. Fear caused by the speed and aggressiveness of Fiona’s driving in her new V12 Italian ‘red-head.’ Giles also worried about the number of rough looking male pleb-lodytes who shook their chunky tattooed fists at him – when Fiona cut them up on the busy Brighton road.





The group of friends arrive at the Parker-Smyth’s manor house on Friday, late afternoon. With Fiona, Annabelle and Giles were several acceptable female workers, including Bunty, Pippa, and Tara, plus Tommy and Rupert, both typical drones; no chins or money, but very willing to visit the bountiful hives of queen-bees such as Fiona and Annabelle.


They were all greeted by Fiona’s mother Mrs Parker-Smyth. Fiona’s father was away on a business trip in Europe.


‘Lovely to see you all,’ greets Fiona’s mother who knew all the regular guests, except Giles Grimsdyke. Mrs Parker-Smyth was no fool; she had a jolly good idea why her spoilt daughter had invited the rather strange looking Giles along. Not being of a mercurial nature like her daughter, Mrs Parker-Smyth did not relish the thought of cuddling grandchildren who resembled little aliens with pointed heads, despite Giles’s father’s vast cotton-mill empire and cash fortune.


Although all Fiona’s friends were used to horses and were accomplished riders (except Giles) and although behind the manor house there was a stable yard hidden from view by a high wall, behind which were accommodated nine well bred horses and the Barbary stallion; Fiona had no intension of taking her friends out for a gallop. She made sure the gate to the stables was locked hiding her dark secret.


While the maid took the guests to their rooms, Mrs Parker-Smyth had a quiet moment with her daughter.


‘Check your stallion! You have not seen, or ridden him for a month.’


‘When I get back from the Seychelles mother – the new groom – he can cope till then.’


‘The groom left – he was not comfortable with the stallion. The Barbary was bought exclusively for you. A Barbary stallion needs personal contact on a daily basis. I would have given my eye-teeth for a horse like that at your age. I have a weak heart and can no longer do your dirty work.’


‘Then – who…?’


‘Little Paula, she has a natural ability.’


‘What!’ Fiona exclaims, ‘that simpleton from the village, with learning difficulties? She is not as stupid as she makes out – she is full of country cunning.’


‘Paula is a sweet, hard working girl,’ replies her mother, ‘she also helps me in the house. And may I remind you young lady – I was a farmer’s daughter and “country cunning” as you call it, is common sense nurtured by hard work. Paula now grooms the Barbary stallion and exercises him.’


‘She does what!’ Fiona fumes. ‘You mean Paula actually rides my stallion in public?’ This would be the last humiliation Fiona needed in front of her friends, especially Annabelle. The Barbary was her personal status symbol to her peers and the locals in the village.


‘The stallion has taken to little Paula,’ continues her mother,’ when are you going to look after him yourself?’


‘When I get back – I promise – where is Paula now?’


‘She is ill poor thing – a heart condition – she won’t be in for a while.’


“Thank God for that” thought Fiona.


‘Look after your horse – or he will be sold.’


Fiona’s mother, now in her sixties also suffered heart problems and was soon to have heart surgery.





That evening the group had dinner at the manor house. Fiona made sure Giles was seated next to her; but the only interest he showed in Fiona was her half eaten pheasant – which he polished off like an escapee from a Gulag. Fiona had also made sure the ever hungry Giles’s room was convenient to hers. After dinner the group of young people drifted off to some of Brighton’s more exclusive night clubs.


It was obvious to everyone except Fiona, that Giles was besotted with Annabelle: he was putty in her hands. During the evening Fiona had provided Giles with a certain amount of eye-candy and made several blatant hints that Giles was welcome to join her for a night-cap in her bedroom: après…


Returning late that night, the young people drifted to their beds. Fiona expectantly waited for Giles in her bedroom, wearing her full, sexy black silk livery that exposed her feminine curves to perfection.


Half an hour later, she heard the door of Giles’s room tentatively open; she picked up the Tattler magazine and pretended to read only to hear the sound of Giles’s careful footsteps slowly receding in the opposite direction, towards the kitchen downstairs and its pantry.


‘Stupid – sod!’ Fiona swears – throwing the magazine at the door in a fit of anger. She vowed if Giles did visit her boudoir on his return from the kitchen – she would dump him before breakfast. But of course she did not mean it. Fiona had already decided to “forget” to take her pill during Giles’s stay. Giles did not appear at Fiona’s door that night.





The following morning, while Fiona and the others were having a lie in; Annabelle was up at first light. She had located the key to the stable gate. Knowing the manor house well, she quietly shut the back kitchen door behind her. Quickly she made her way to the stables that were well hidden from the manor house.


Annabelle had come well prepared. In her pocket were three horse nuts containing aniseed, a treat no horse could resist. She imagined riding him along Rotten Row every sunday; his large noble head held high, his flowing tail rampant, all accentuated by his playful prancing, jigging and bit-chomping; common traits of his breed.


The horse would be a definite head-turner. She would groom the black stallion to perfection with her own fair hands. Owning the Barbary would be her life ambition fulfilled. If her instincts were correct, this was now more than a distinct possibility.


The sound of footsteps on gravel made Annabelle jump! It was the goofy, drone Tommy. Turning, Annabelle glares at Tommy.


‘You idiot!’


‘Sorry old thing – thought I would have a shufty myself.’ Tommy was well acquainted with horses.


Reaching the stables, they recognized the jet black stallion straight away. His large black dished head and alert eyes were a sure sign of his pure Barbary Arab bloodline; his flowing black mane and ebon flanks glinted in the early morning sunshine.


‘I say – what a beauty!’ Tommy announces.


As soon as the Barbary stallion saw Annabelle and Tommy approaching, his ears cocked backwards – he kicked out at the walls of his stall with both hind legs. Tommy – a natural coward – placed himself behind Annabelle. ‘Rather you than me old girl – remember he is an intact stallion!’


‘That’s more than can be said about you Tommy,’ Annabelle answers.


‘You are such a coward.’


Annabelle was a skilled one-day eventer. She approached the stallion with confidence, but kept just out of range of his gleaming teeth. She began talking softly to the animal in gentle feminine tones; for it is said stallions prefer the soft dulcet tones of a female voice. The whites of the stallion’s eyes flashed – but he was listening to her soothing soft feminine voice.


‘Watch out – that breed don’t let go when they bite!’ Tommy warns.


Annabelle continues talking to the horse in soft sleepy tones, making sure not to make full eye contact, but keeping his wide eyes in her peripheral vision. As soon as the stallion blinked… she slowly offered it one compressed aniseed treated nut. The stallion’s ears shot forward. She then slowly strokes his noble head with delicate fingers, while looking the other way, showing the stallion she trusted him. Gentleness and complete trust was the way to his wild heart.


While eating the horse sniffed Annabelle’s bare, unprotected arm – he was checking her smell. Annabelle then slowly backed away; she was delighted with her first contact. She had to own the Barbary.


‘Bravo!’ Tommy exclaims, ‘now lets see what’s for breakfast.’





What Annabelle did not know was that she was not the first visitor to the stables that morning. Not long after dawn the stallion felt a powerful presence in his stall: a presence that frightened him. Yet he did not react but remained perfectly still as the invisible presence moved around him. The stallion then felt unseen, but gentle feminine hands stroke his neck and shiny flanks in admiration. The presence then left.





Later that morning, Fiona is in Annabelle’s bedroom, complaining.


‘Giles is rather naïve and dim,’ Fiona announces, lighting a cigarette, while admiring her curvy rear-end in a full length mirror.


‘Add gullible to the list and you have the perfect husband,’ Annabelle answers, while looking out of the widow in the direction of the stables.


‘Fiona Grimsdyke’… I would sound like a mill-worker’s wife.


‘A mill owner’s wife, who owns three of the biggest cotton mills in the world,’ encourages Annabelle.


Fiona could already hear wedding bells, mixed with the lucrative clatter of thousands of weaving machines.


‘I may divorce Giles soon after,’ smiles Fiona, contemplating the massive settlement, especially if mental cruelty was added to the grounds of divorce. ‘What can I do to speed things up?’


‘You mean apart from forgetting to take your pill!’ Annabelle answers.


‘I wondered who had been rummaging through my underwear draw – I thought it might have been Giles!’


‘Sorry, I ran out,’ says Annabelle.


‘How could you say such a rotten thing anyway,’ defends Fiona. ‘I just thought I would try the rhythm method for a change.’


‘You mean play ‘Vatican roulette!’


‘You can be such a nasty bitch sometimes Annabelle,’ says Fiona.


Annabelle smiles, her true sympathies were with the naive Giles, ‘don’t rush him… don’t pressurize. Giles is just nervous.’


‘Nervous!’ Fiona exclaims, ‘It does not seem to affect his appetite. What does he want – a three course meal in bed before?’


‘Ignore Giles… it always works.’ Annabelle advises with a sweet smile. ‘Better still; wait till he returns from trekking in the Himalayas.’


‘No way! Answers Fiona, ‘what if he dies in an accident, or meets someone else and …


Fiona is cut short. ‘I would not worry darling; it is highly unlikely Giles will meet any scheming, work-shy, gold-digging lazy female while hiking in temperatures below 25% degrees, do you?’


‘Thanks Annabelle,’ answers Fiona, ‘you should get the Nobel Prize for tact and subtlety.’ Annabelle smiles, her schemes were progressing nicely.


Throughout this conversation, although Fiona was still admiring her feminine charms in the mirror, she often shifted her gaze to Miss Annabelle Deville who was still looking out of the window towards the stables. When she had snared Giles Grimsdyke with her help, she would have to distance herself from Miss Deville. She was just too attractive – too astute, the struggle for domination between them to be queen bee was slowly being won by her rival. In fact she was beginning to intently dislike Annabelle and her snide remarks.





The following sunday, Fiona took Annabelle’s advice and ignored Giles. Annabelle had instructed Giles to show more interest in Fiona – but to avoid her bedroom.


Giles and the two hungry drones, Tommy and Rupert raided the pantry again that night, while Fiona waited in vain in her boudoir, just in case…





The Black Barbary Stallion


A Deadly oversight


A terrible event was soon to occur on the Sussex Downs later that very day; a frightening and cruel event that would be long remembered by many who witnessed it; an event that would attract the attention of a fickle fate.





Fiona had initially loved the sudden acceleration the Barbary stallion provided. To accomplish this – she sharply applied her spurs to the stallion’s tender ribs – the surge of power from it’s massive spring loaded hind quarters, thrilled her: ‘It’s like putting my foot down on my Ferrari,’ she often bragged to envious friends. The horse was an expensive present for her twenty-first. Fiona’s parents hoped the rare horse would keep their daughter occupied, curtailing her extravagant life-style.


The stallion however became another status symbol to their daughter. Mounted, Fiona presented an impressive sight, tall blonde and upright; with an exceptionally well shaped seat. Fiona always dressed for the occasion: white skin-tight breeches, black jacket and black polished, spur-armed riding boots. Her honey blonde hair held neatly in place with the traditional black silk hair-net.


The relationship between horse and rider soon deteriorated. Fiona was now terrified of her jet-black Barbary. To be despised by this breed of horse meant only one thing: the stallion would try to kill her. Once in the saddle however, Fiona had full control of the stallion – control by pain and the fear of pain. But getting into the saddle was becoming a very dangerous procedure.





A few weeks earlier, while her daughter was away, Mrs Parker-Smyth witnessed a very strange occurrence indeed. She and Paula, the small shy girl from the village were passing the stables, after visiting the rose garden to cut flowers for the manor house. The diminutive Paula suddenly broke away and approached the excited stallion – and before Mrs Parker-Smyth could warn her, she wrapped her frail arms around the stallion’s thick, glossy neck and placed her small face on his large dished forehead. Her employer was dumbfounded!


‘I usually gives im a cuddle in the morning – before I comes to the big house.’ Paula adds innocently, in a strong local accent. ‘His tail needs another good brushing.’


‘You mean you have been near his rear-end to brush his tail?’ Mrs Parker-Smyth asks in shocked tones.


‘Ay, last week mam, mind you he needs a good telling off sometimes and a good hard push, to get at his tail.’


Fiona’s mother was delighted, and over the next few days marvelled at the natural rapport the young village girl had with the stallion. Very soon young Paula began exercising the Barbary on the lunge, under the supervision of Fiona’s mother, an accomplished rider in her time. Although the stallion was high spirited, he was always gentle with the frail village girl.


Before long, Paula was allowed to ride the stallion on the downs in the company of Mrs Parker-Smyth. Paula did not have a strong seat, but this was offset by natural balance and the horse’s gentleness when Paula was on his back. The Barbary’s care and exercise became the sole occupation of Paula, who was soon galloping over the Sussex Downs on her own.





The following day just after breakfast, Giles’s stomach was replete enough for him to think of other matters. Annabelle Deville chose her moment well, in the presences of Mrs Parker-Smyth; she was determined to ride Fiona’s Barbary.


‘You must show us the Barbary stallion Fiona. All the girls, Bunny, Pipa and Tara including Giles, Tommy and Rupert would just love to get out for a gallop. Perhaps you will allow me to ride him – that would be just wonderful.’


Everyone had been primed by Tommy, on orders from Annabelle to answer in union: ‘Rather! Mrs Parker-Smyth – can’t wait.’


Fiona gave her best friend one of her long, injury inflicting looks; then one of her sweetest smiles, while pondering to herself: “I hope you break your bloody neck!” Fiona then adopts her well practiced ‘all sweetness and light look’ and answers. ‘I would just die – if you were to get injured Annabelle. The stallion bucks, bites and lashes out without warning. I would never forgive myself if anything happened…


‘Then – you ride him,’ Annabelle persists.


“You scheming cow!” Fiona fumes inwardly, while smiling a smile of complete angelic, innocence. ‘The stallion is a danger to other horses and riders, I would hate for you to end up as a filling in a horsy sandwich, between my stallion and the mare you like to ride.’


‘Not if you are in control of him!’ Annabelle replies.


“Bitch” thinks Fiona. ‘I am still sore – after the fall on the slopes.’


‘You mean you have not ridden him since our skiing holiday?’ Annabelle answers with over dramatic surprise. ‘Giles has been looking forward to a gallop over the downs, haven’t you Giles?’


‘Can’t wait!’ exclaims Giles, who was actually petrified of all large animals and spiders.


“You spiteful cow – you will pay for this!” Fiona fumes inwardly.


‘Would you really like a ride out Giles?’ Mrs Parker-Smyth checks.


‘Yes please,’ Giles answers after a quick dig in the ribs from Tommy.


‘All the horses need exercising – today,’ states Mrs Parker-Smyth. ‘Take them out for a gallop in an hour. That will give them time to digest their feed.’ Mrs Parker-Smyth did not tolerate her daughter’s selfishness or stormy tantrums, and continues. ‘Annabelle you can take the Barbary out now, he will be fed later after his gallop.’


Fiona’s past bragging now finally caught up with her. She could have died as her group of friends walked towards the stable yard. For the moment Fiona forgot her plan to entrap Giles Grimsdyke into marriage, she had to contrive another more immediate scheme: revenge. “That cow Annabelle needs to be taught a lesson – a severe lesson and as soon as possible” decides Fiona.


The truth was finally out. ‘Mother!’ Fiona exclaims, ‘the stallion just needs time to get used to me again.’


‘Time has run out.’ Her mother adds curtly. Fiona stares daggers at her mother; but knew better than to argue. ‘Are you sure you can handle him Annabelle?’ Fiona’s mother checks.


‘I have ridden stallions before at my uncle’s stud farm,’ answers Annabelle.’


‘Look – we won’t have time Annabelle,’ says Fiona, ‘we are taking the speed boat out – water skiing.’


‘Nonsense!’ her mother replies, ‘the Barbary needs a good workout – now – the boat can wait.’


All eyes fall on Fiona – she had to do something. Fiona moves forward nonchalantly, in her best confident manner. Seeing his owner approach him, the whites of the stallion’s eyes were clearly showing. Stretching out her hand, Fiona casually (and it must be said bravely) went to stroke the Barbary’s head – just managing to pull her hand away in time, narrowly escaping a nasty bite.


‘You spiteful bugger!’ swears Fiona, I have a good mind to…


‘Annabelle – take the Barbary out for a gallop.’ Fiona’s mother cuts in. ‘Run some of the devil out of him.’


Fiona stares daggers at her arch rival; trying to influence her answer, but to no effect. This was Annabelle’s chance.


‘I would love to,’ answers Annabelle.


‘You have no riding gear,’ protests Fiona. You can’t ride a stallion in a mini-skirt – you will look ridiculous.’


‘She can borrow yours – they are clean,’ says Fiona’s mother. Annabelle quickly disappears into the house to change. Minutes later, everyone watches with interest, especially Fiona as Annabelle returns adequately attired, but without spurs or riding crop; Annabelle could not find Fiona’s black riding jacket.


Fiona racked her brain as to how she could revenge herself on her best friend and the stallion.


Annabelle approaches the stallion, gently speaking to the horse. (Horses are colour blind, but have excellent eye sight, sense of smell, and hearing.) The stallion recognized Annabelle’s voice and odour from their first meeting; again she had come prepared with two lumps of aniseed flavoured horse-nuts.


‘That’s bribery!’ Fiona exclaims, ‘I never give him inducements.’


‘It’s better than losing your fingers,’ answers Annabelle. A sense of tension prevailed over the watchers. Annabelle enters the stallion’s stall with confidence, gave the horse a long gentle stroke, and then softly rubbed her hands down his shiny flanks. The stallion turned his head and watched her carefully, then checked her smell again, but made no reaction; much to Fiona’s great disappointment. Then a perfect act of immediate revenge on Annabelle occurred to Fiona.


‘Rupert,’ she whispers discreetly, ‘get my black riding jacket – give it to Annabelle, it’s in the hall.’


Annabelle gave the stallion another compressed nut; the horse allowed her to gently place the bridal and bit in his mouth. The Barbary began to shake with excitement at the thought of a hard gallop. She then carefully placed the saddle on the stallion’s back and slowly tightened the girths, constantly talking to the horse in gentle feminine tones. Rupert returned, with Fiona’s riding jacket. Annabelle left the stallion and came outside to put on the black riding jacket – a dangerous misjudgement. A misjudgement that could kill her. The black riding jacket carried Fiona’s smell: a perfect act of revenge by proxy was about to happen.


Annabelle re-entered the stallions stall. The horse knew this female was not his cruel mistress – but she now had the same hated smell, a smell he associated with the painful whip and spur. As Annabelle moved to the stallions nearside, the horse turning sniffed her riding jacket again, then pinning his ears back he lashed out with a powerful kick – just missing Annabelle’s chest. It was a kick that could have killed her.


Shaken and white faced, Annabelle made a quick exit. Fiona was disappointed, if only…


Annabelle quickly realized her mistake. She had no intension of being quiet about it.


‘I should not have worn Fiona’s riding jacket!’ she exclaims angrily. ‘I agree,’ adds Mrs Parker-Smyth. Never mind dear try again later. You were extremely brave.’


The truth was now out in the open. The Barbary hated its owner. There was only one explanation for this relationship: cruelty. This was now finally confirmed to Mrs Parker-Smyth and all of Fiona’s watching friends.


‘Now my girl!’ says her mother angrily. ‘That horse is going to a better home – as soon as a responsible owner can be found. You don’t deserve him.’


Fiona remained silent, a storm of anger raging within. She knew who the “responsible owner” would be: Annabelle Deville. How Fiona hated Annabelle; she despised the stallion and that idiot Paula. Then to top it all, her humiliation was witnessed by Giles – the young man she planned to entrap into marriage – she had to have her revenge. Fiona intended to serve her dish piping hot – she did not have the patience to serve it cold – as revenge is best served.


All the same there was a problem; apart from immediately shooting all three with her father’s hunting rifle, she could not think of a way to take immediate reprisals. Fiona began to seek inspiration for revenge – it had to be good – no it had to be ingenious if she was to get away with it Scott-free.





The strange presence that had visited the stallion early that morning returned and lingered near by.





A Black Barbary Stallion


A Terrible Revenge


As everyone stood in the stable yard in total silence, the sound of the stable yard gate opening and then closing reached them. Everyone turns. Fiona’s mother is delighted and exclaims. ‘Ah, here’s little Paula! How wonderful, I have missed her… poor girl.’


All eyes regard the young pretty, small framed stable girl from the village, as she shyly approaches. Paula had bright blue bambi-like eyes that were framed by a perpetual smile; her only defence against a hard world. These features and the delicate way Paula moved, added the look of gentle faun about her. Mrs Parker-Smyth places her arm affectionately around the frail girl, who had become a companion as well as an employee. It was well known locally that Paula was rather slow in her thinking, and as a result she was not very confident dealing with people.


Fiona of course disliked the fact that her mother was genuinely fond of the shy, hard working, common village girl. Paula was the only child of an elderly widowed thatcher, who could no longer work after a serious fall. Paula was now the only bread winner.


Mrs Parker-Smyth had seen to it that their tithed cottage’s rent was reduced to a ‘pepper-corn’ amount; for Fiona’s mother was a kindly woman at heart.


‘I am absolutely delighted you are better Paula,’ beams Mrs Parker-Smyth, ‘are you sure you are up to taking the stallion out today? He is in a truculent mood I am afraid.’


‘I feel much stronger now,’ answers Paula in a small weak voice. ‘And thanking you most kindly mam, for the lovely new mobile phone.’


Her employer had noticed Paula was the only young person who did not own a mobile. Paula brought out her new shiny pink mobile and gazed at it with boundless pride.


‘It is not on dear!’ Mrs Parker-Smyth points out with concern. ‘You do know how to use it?’


Paula looked embarrassed. ‘I did not want to push the wrong buttons and break it,’ she answers, with a worried face. Sniggers from the young guests – were abruptly stopped by a firm look from Mrs Parker-Smyth. ‘I will enter the emergency services and my number, just in case you fall ill. This is how you turn it on… scroll down and press this button and speak, don’t be afraid of pressing the wrong buttons, it won’t break.’


It was clear Paula was intimidated by Fiona and her friends; she noticed they smiled when they heard her rural Sussex accent. She felt their eyes scan her cheap trainers, and her old over size, woollen jumper with baggy sleeves and pockets. All the while Fiona quietly fumed at another pending humiliation; this time from a village bumpkin, who couldn’t even use a mobile. She would never live this down. Her mind raced with thoughts of revenge, for her many humiliations. Revenge before the sun had set.


‘We shall have tea together when you return Paula,’ says Mrs Parker-Smyth, clearly delighted at the young girl’s return.


While the above was going on; everyone had noticed the black Barbary stallion had begun jigging and prancing and throwing back his large head, when Paula entered the stable yard.


Fiona and her friends expectantly watch Paula as she carelessly enters the stall, and then gently began caressing the stallion’s head and ears with small delicate hands. Then to the amazement of all – little Paula went around the back of the Barbary, and began pushing his powerful hindquarters out of her way. Fiona’s friends then inwardly gasped, as Paula lifted each of the stallion’s powerful hind legs and inspected them for a loose shoe.


Mrs Parker-Smyth looked on with pride and admiration, at her little frail prodigy and companion. As Paula passed the stallion’s head again, he nibbled at her rather old jumper, playfully giving it a tug, almost unbalancing the frail girl. Paula scolded the Barbary in her small voice and giggled, hand over small up-turned mouth. If Paula was surprised the stallion was already harnessed, she did not mention the fact; it was not her place or her station to question the gentry, or in fact anyone. She just readjusted the stirrups.


The stallion was now shaking with excitement and dancing on the spot at the prospect of galloping across the downs.


Fiona watched and fumed – her emotions in turmoil, her stomach churning; she could plainly see how impressed her friends and Giles were with Paula’s confidence and courage. Fiona should have been the recipient of their admiration.


All the while Annabelle was contemplating contacting her father at the first opportunity, discreetly of course. She was now determined to possess the Barbary stallion. Her father would certainly get first refusal. She would wait for an opportunity to slip away.


Fiona meanwhile, could have willingly murdered Paula for making it look so easy. Her hatred for the little village girl grew by the minute. Everyone moved back to a safe distance as Paula led the stallion from its stall and prepared to mount. The over excited stallion began to circle and prance, making the task of mounting awkward for the diminutive Paula, till Mrs Parker-Smyth held the horse’s bridle and the goofy, drone Tommy interlocked his fingers as a leg-up.


‘Trot him first,’ instructs Fiona’s Mother, ‘when he’s warmed up take him for a good hard gallop to the trout stream and back (a good three miles), then do two circuits of the paddock over the low jumps; that should take the devil out of him.’


‘Yes Mrs Parker-Smyth,’ Paula answers humbly.


Annabelle Deville saw her chance and slipped away quietly to phone her father. Fiona remained silent, only just containing her rage. The group watch Paula ride the stallion out of the yard and down the rutted, dappled shaded country lane.


The pair presented a rather strange sight; a frail young girl and a powerful black stallion; jigging, prancing and crabbing it’s way from side to side with pent up tension and impatience to reach the downs and the gallops. Yet the stallion never once reared up as stallions are prone to do, or try to tear at Paula’s unprotected legs with his teeth; despite the fact that Paula kept very soft hands on the reins, and gave the stallion a full head. The only control Paula used on the Barbary was her small voice, as she constantly scolded him for his high spirited antics.


Mrs Parker-Smyth returned to the house without speaking to her spoilt daughter.


Fiona watched silently, hoping something dreadful would happen; something that would make the little dim-witted, upstart from the village un-able to ride the stallion again. Unknown to Fiona – something tragic was soon to happen.


Tommy’s goofy voice breaks the embarrassing silence that followed Paula’s departure and quotes Kipling:


‘I say! That young little village filly is a natural – and a better man than I am Gunga Din.’ Tommy was totally unaware of the fury within Fiona.


‘Do shut-up Tommy!’ Fiona replies – you are such a pucka pillock – I have a mind to… She did not finish the sentence – a vicious and vindictive idea had suddenly entered her head – the scheme was extreme in cruelty and viciousness, yet it would completely satisfy her thirst for revenge. Revenge on all three of the living beings who had humiliated her: the Barbary stallion, Annabelle Deville and Paula. And the beauty of her scheme was – little dim-witted Paula would get the blame. After all Paula hardly had the brain-cells, or the courage to defend herself against Fiona’s powerful personality.


Fiona judged Paula would be a good hour before finishing the stallion’s work-out – she had to get the timing absolutely right – her revenge then could be served piping hot – the sweetest way to serve the dish – to someone as impatient as Fiona.


‘Tell you what,’ she announces, ‘let’s have a quick lunch – then go for a gallop. We can take the speed boat out tomorrow Giles – I am sure you must be hungry right now.’





After a quick lunch, chased by a dozen bottles of Champagne, the group of friends made their jolly way to the stables. Fiona was now in a happy mood – anticipating her coming act of triple revenge – a revenge that would more than make up for her humiliation. But there was one problem… the presence of Annabelle Deville.


What the jolly group of young people did not realize as they saddled up their horses was that they were again being watched by a powerful presence standing a few feet away from them. For one of the young people involved in the days activities had attracted her attention. Like most females she was curious.





Annabelle had now returned, her father had promised to contact Mrs Parker-Smyth as soon as possible.


‘I will catch you up later; I am waiting for a call from Daddy.’ Was Annabelle’s only response when invited to join the gallop by Giles. Hearing this Fiona was delighted – Annabelle not being present initially, would make her plan for revenge much easier. Led by Fiona, the only one of the group wearing spurs, the friends saddled up and rode down the rutted, sun dappled shaded lane towards the Sussex Downs.


The jangle of the horses’ bridals and the happy chatter of the inebriated riders as they set off down the leafy lane, conjured up a scene of country bliss only enjoyed by the privileged few. Fiona looked at her watch – her timing was perfect. As the group of riders passed the paddock with the jumps, Paula was on the last two, three foot hurdles and was taking them at a steady slow canter as instructed.


Finished, Paula dismounted and opened the gate leading the stallion out, she would walk him back: he was exhausted. The stallion was now breathing heavily, its wide nostrils flaring; the Barbary’s huge lungs hungrily sucked in gasps of oxygen. The hard work-out – had indeed “taken the devil out of him.” Fiona took a quick look over her shoulder to make sure Annabelle was still at the manor house – she was. She then took a quick look around to check if there was anyone else nearby, who might witness what she was about to do? She knew the local peasants had sharp eyes. Fiona wanted no witnesses outside her circle of close friends. Checking again, Fiona saw no one, except a lone jogger far off on a rise; too far away to witness or hear anything that Fiona was about to say and do.


The exhausted stallion was now docile and well behaved – perfect for what Fiona had in mind. As Paula passes, Fiona announces with authority.


‘I will take the stallion now. You can ride my mount – come on – we don’t have all day.’


Paula stood with mouth open… words seemed to fail her. She had no choice but to comply, confrontation with the fiery mistress of the manor house was not advisable: Paula’s heart began to race.


‘Hold the reins – keep him still,’ Fiona orders, as the whites of the stallion’s eyes began to show. Fiona knew she had to be quick – before the horse recovered some of its vigour. She quickly mounted the stallion. All the while Paula calmed the horse down with gentle words. The Barbary was still too exhausted to violently protest. Fiona knew this would not last long. She settled into the saddle, adjusted the stirrups straps and took a firm seat, with a tight grip on the double reins – keeping the stallion’s large dished head well up away from her legs. The Barbary was still not completely in her power – she had to get him into a full gallop as soon as possible – he would then be totally under her control.


‘Now,’ Fiona announces. ‘I will race you all – full tilt across the downs, to the wooden bridge over the trout stream. It is over two miles from here – the loser will tend to all the horses when we get back.


‘You Paula will also join in the race,’ Fiona continues – it was vital Paula was implicated – if she was to get the blame for what was about to take place.


‘Excuse my saying… Miss Parker-Smyth,’ answers Paula in a weak voice, ‘the stallion in very tired, he needs to be watered and fed, before he has the energy to gallop again… Mrs Parker-Smyth will be cross with me.’


‘How dare you argue with me?’ Fiona explodes. That was all she had to say to subdue the young village girl.


‘Paula is right,’ agrees Pipa.


‘Look let’s get this straight,’ snaps Fiona addressing Paula, ‘this is my stallion – not my mother’s. And you Pipa – have no idea what a Barbary stallion is capable of.’ Paula did not argue, but silently worried about the serious consequences of this cruel action. Pipa remained silent – she liked being a member of this small exclusive hive. The only person who was strong enough to have stopped Fiona was the absent Annabelle Deville. Both the drones remained silent – it was not advisable to argue with a queen bee.


‘But the race is hardly fair,’ protests Bunty, ‘you have the fastest horse, perhaps you should rest the stallion till Annabelle arrives.’


‘Fiona did not have a second to spare. ‘To make the race fair, you lot can use the high gallop – I will take the lower gallop – at least two furlongs further. All the while the Barbary stallion was slowly getting his wind back and beginning to play up; Fiona felt the powerful muscles of the stallion beginning to tremble with fear and anger between the firm grip of her thighs. She knew she had to get the stallion into full gallop before it could stop and roll on its back, forcing her to dismount: the stallion would then kill her.


Before anyone else could disagree – Fiona cruelly dug her spurs deep into the stallion’s ribs – the sharp pain made the horse spring into full gallop from a standing position. Fiona loved the acceleration.


The other riders instantly took up the challenge. The race was on. Giles’s horse sauntered off in a completely different direction and climbed a nearby hill; he had no control of his mount. He hoped the horse would very slowly make its own way back to the manor house and the well stocked pantry.


When Paula saw the cruel spurs dig into the stallion’s tender ribs – she winced. Tears trickled down her pale cheek. She felt totally helpless. Her friend the stallion was exhausted; under the complete control of bridle, spur and whip. As long as mistress Palmer-Smyth kept the horse running at full gallop – the stallion would be helpless. Paula watched the other riders disappear into the gorse flanked gallop. Fiona and the stallion were now out of sight on the lower, longer gallop screened by tall yellow flowered gorse bushes.


Little Paula began lagging; she wanted no part in this cruel race. She just wanted to go back to the manor house and the protection of Mrs Parker-Smyth, but she did not have the courage to disobey Fiona. “What would Mrs Parker-Smyth have to say when she found out?” Worries Paula, she had handed the stallion over to her daughter, when it should have been rested?” Paula soon lost sight of the all the others riders and dawdled along. She was under deep stress: Paula began to feel ill.





Giles Grimsdyke soon found himself high above all the other riders; he was allowing the horse to wander at will. He slouched in the saddle and looked a miserable sight, too afraid to dismount in case the horse attacked him. It was Giles who first saw the female jogger close-up.





She was running up the hill towards him. He marvelled at the way she had climbed the hill with such ease – he then ogled the lovely shape of her graceful body as she approached him. Soon the female jogger was level with Giles. She took a quick uninterested glance at the miserable looking young man slouched on a fine horse. The female jogger then turned her back and ran along the crest.


Giles watched the lovely jogger from behind: he was agog! He watched her in a way only a young man can watch a beautiful woman in her full prime. The protruding feminine curves of her buttocks seemed to rise and fall as smoothly as waves on a gentle incoming swell. The young mans imagination raced. ‘Wow!’ Giles exclaims to himself, ‘what a lovely bit of fluff.’ Giles made a mental note of the jogger’s voluptuous body for future reference…





Soon after the other riders had left the manor house stables, Annabelle got the call from her father. He had immediately contacted Mrs Parker-Smyth. The Barbary stallion was now hers. Annabelle jumped up and down with excitement and pleasure. Owning the Barbary would be the highlight of her life. Through the ground floor window, Annabelle saw Mrs Parker-Smyth smiling at her. Fiona’s mother knew the stallion was going to a perfect and caring owner.


Annabelle rushed to the stables – the stallion’s stall was empty.


“Paula should have been back by now?” Quickly she saddled a horse, a lively young hunter. She would claim the stallion immediately.





Back on the downs, Paula heard a galloping horse behind her, but the rider was screened by a high row of gorse bushes. The horse and rider galloped passed her, unseen.


Annabelle had just overtaken the lagging Paula. Annabelle Deville was the third person to see the lone, beautiful female jogger high above and ahead of her on the ridge. She noticed the jogger stop and watch her. Annabelle thought it most unusual for a jogger to stop running and watch a rider in the far distance; riders and their horses were a common sight on the downs.





The stress of her situation was now making Paula feel extremely ill. She constantly turned in the saddle and looked around in all directions; as if seeking advice on what to do, or trying to gather the moral courage to turn back to the Manor House, and tell Mrs Parker-Smyth what had happened. Paula took out her new shiny pink mobile phone and looked at it helplessly; it was then that Paula also saw the lone figure of the female jogger break the sky line high above her. The jogger stopped immediately when she saw Paula. She began watching Paula intently – this unnerved the frail young girl and added to her stress. Paula turned away. She was unable to hold the watching female’s intent stare, despite the distance that separated them. A moment later Paula looked back: the female was still watching her! Paula felt extremely uncomfortable. She placed the mobile back in her ragged pocket: her stress increasing.





Ahead of Paula, Annabelle had caught up with the rest of her friends. She had taken a few shortcuts, and was now overtaking the two drones, Tommy and Rupert.


‘Where is Fiona?’ Annabelle shouts. Rupert points below, to the lower gallop. Quickly looking downward, she caught a quick glimpse of Fiona galloping full tilt – she was riding Annabelle’s Barbary stallion. This was the very last thing she wanted.


“How did that happen?” Annabelle was shocked that the Barbary was being raced at full gallop. She had plainly heard Mrs Parker-Smyth’s instructions for the stallion’s full work-out schedule for that day. An over tired horse was more likely to fall and injure itself. Annabelle was determined to stop this race. She cut across the gorse and downwards at an angle – to intercept Fiona. She reached the lower gallop just ahead of her ‘best friend’ and waved with both arms. But the determined Fiona had no intension of stopping – she was in the middle of a race, enjoying an act of triple revenge.


Annabelle quickly knew Fiona Parker-Smyth was not going to stop – a collision of two riders and their mounts was extremely dangerous. But Annabelle was determined to grab the horse’s reins as it flew past; despite the great danger to herself.


Anticipating this, Fiona just managed to jerk the stallions head away – out of reach of Annabelle’s outstretched hand.


‘You cruel bitch!’ Annabelle screams, it was all she had time to say before Fiona flashed by. Annabelle did not like the sound of the stallion’s laboured and desperate breathing. She decided to give chase. Even though her mount, the lively young hunter, was no match for the speed of a Barbary stallion, being driven on by spur and whip.





The Black Barbary Stallion


Attracting Deadly Attention


Well ahead now, Fiona loved the speed of her mount – she knew the horse’s energy tank was on empty, but still she urged it forward mercilessly with whip and spur, pushing the horse for her own selfish pleasure and the thrill of speed. This was her revenge on the stallion. The stallion’s suffering made the thrill of speed even sweeter. This was his punishment for humiliating her in front of her friends. This would teach him to pay her more respect in future. Fiona knew how Annabelle Deville – a genuine horse lover – was feeling. This was Annabelle’s punishment for being the “agent provocateur” in her humiliations. Fiona was “killing three birds with one stone.”





Annabelle was now in deep despair, tears trickled down her cheeks; like Paula, she also felt the suffering and agony of the stallion; helpless under the complete control of a merciless and heartless rider.





Little Paula was now in deep stress – her weak heart was beating in a strange and frightening way. She began to feel faint and breathless – her left arm felt paralyzed – stabbing pains racked her chest – yet her mind remained lucid. Paula was now very afraid and alone. She knew what was happening to her.


Turning, Paula looked up again. The solitary jogger was still there… still watching her intently! Paula hurriedly took out her new mobile again and stared at it: “had she forgotten how to use it?” She placed it back into her ragged pocket. Paula was now desperate.





Fiona was confident that she would win the race. But in the excitement, she had forgotten one important fact. By going on the longer, lower gallop – horse and rider would have to jump the trout stream – where the flow of water made a loop before the wooden bridge that spanned it. Although the trout stream narrowed at that point, it was still a good twelve foot across. Fiona could have stopped and let the stallion wade across the stream and still have won the race. But this was not part of her nature – she had to do things in grand style, regardless of the consequences, or the attending dangers to the exhausted stallion.





Further back, Annabelle watched helplessly; every second the stallion was being ridden was sheer torment for her: she vowed never to speak to Fiona again. She could now see the trout stream ahead of Fiona; Annabelle stopped her mount, and watched in horror. She was joined by the other riders.


‘The Stallion is not going to make it!’ Rupert exclaims, ‘the horse was completely shot before the race.’ Annabelle’s heart sank further, at this confirmation.





Paula felt excruciating sharp pains in her chest: a heart attack! In desperation Paula turned and looked up at the hill – the jogger was still watching her. Paula’s weak heart began to race as never before. The pain made her feel faint… she slowly began to slip from the horse and fall to the ground. With one last effort, Paula lifted her right hand and weakly waved to the only person nearby: the female jogger. It was a futile plea for help. The pain in her chest was now agony – she could no longer breath. Paula lapsed into unconsciousness. If Paula could have opened her eyes immediately after she had passed out – she would have seen the female jogger was now standing over her.


The fact that the female jogger had covered that distance, so quickly, would have surely puzzled the little village girl. But Paula’s oxygen starved brain had closed down. Her weak heart had failed to eject the blood clot (caused by the stress of the situation) that was killing her – little Paula was dying! Fiona’s revenge on Paula was complete and final: death.


Without emotion, the female jogger stood calmly looking down at the small pathetic figure of the dying Paula… as if pondering on something. Finally, after looking around, she seemed to have reached a decision. She then slowly bent down and slipped her hand in the pocket of Paula’s old, woolly jumper. The jogger then heartlessly stole Paula’s new expensive mobile phone and walked away.





Far below the dying Paula, Fiona was still at full gallop. Cream coloured foam flew from the stallions fore quarters and mouth, flecking her black shiny riding boots and clinging to her white jodhpurs. Suddenly, Fiona was surprised by a solitary female jogger near by. The jogger was staring at her while in the act of running.


‘Bloody cheek!’ Fiona shouts. “Can’t you read the signs: ‘No walkers or jogging on the gallops, horses only.’ Soon the jogger was lost to view behind a screen of gorse bushes… and was soon forgotten.





Giles sat on his horse looking bored, he really did not want to go riding; but was still afraid of dismounting. His horse lifted its head, from the lush grass and saw its companion’s below and decided to leisurely regain their company.





Fiona’s white jodhpurs were now covered with another colour: red! Blood was now streaming from the stallion’s flaring nostrils.


Fiona knew the race was won – she could have eased off – giving the stallion a short rest, for it was plain to hear the horse’s massive lungs rasping for breath. The stallion was done in. Only his great heart and the pride of his species kept him going.


Rounding the last clump of gorse, Fiona saw the female jogger again. Another pair of spur-armed heels dug into the stallion’s tender flanks – one of the spurs cracked the horse’s ribs. The stallion was now in sheer agony – fighting for every excruciatingly painful breath. Finally, the jogger was overtaken. Turning in her saddle, ‘Bloody idiot!’ swore Fiona.


Soon horse and rider reached the stream – Fiona knew she would now be in full sight of all of her friends including Giles, they would all be watching her – holding their breath. She would take the trout stream with a magnificent jump. Once again Fiona dug her spurs in to the stallion’s cracked rib – just for one extra last effort.


With one massive powerful thrust of its muscle and sinew sprung hind legs, the black stallion leapt the stream – Fiona was thrown to the ground on the opposite bank. The stallion galloped on till out of sight. Fiona got up quickly and dusted herself down. No pain – no broken bones. “Phew, that was close – what luck?” She thought to herself.


She was delighted at her lucky escape. She then looked in the direction of her companions.


‘Damn and blast!’ Fiona swore, all her friends including Giles must have seen her being thrown like a novice. “Perhaps they were even having a quite snigger – thank God that imbecile Paula was not with them to witness her fall – otherwise the whole village would know about it.”





Fiona’s friends, with Annabelle in the lead were now approaching from her right. They were now running, leading their horses and shouting something at her. Fiona would not wait – she had to find the stallion first – then ride the horse back docile and meek, under her full control. That would show her friends that she had now subdued the troublesome stallion. Without looking at her approaching friends again, Fiona ran after the mount. She had last seen him disappearing over a rise. Reaching the top of the rise at a full run, she still could not see the horse.


‘Damn you! She swears. “He must have carried on over the next hill towards Millers Spinney.” Fiona set off at a fast run, losing the Barbary would be the last straw – she could not blame Paula for that.


After a good mile… as she was about to crest the hill; she knew the Barbary stallion would be cropping grass in the wide valley below – he would be absolutely drained of energy and starving by now. She reached the crest and looked down. Fiona saw the prized stallion: it lay dead! She had literary broken the noble horse’s massive heart.


Reaching the dead horse she looked down at the animal’s still quivering body. Not a single scintilla of time did Fiona waste on regret, at wilfully and cruelly killing such a noble animal. Her only emotion was anger. There would be a lot of explaining to do. Her mother would be furious. She would have to concoct a story with the help of her friends. Blame Paula. Say Paula had over over-ridden the stallion before she handed him over to Fiona. The race never happened! Annabelle would also understand, and know it was not Fiona’s fault. No harm was really meant.


Turning, Fiona began retracing her steps at a quick jog; on the way back she heard an ambulance siren and saw the flashing blue lights above the hedge, heading down the Brighten road that bordered the downs.


“I hope that Paula has broken her neck!” Fiona mutters to herself – after all, it would be very convenient. Fiona Parker-Smyth broke into a fast run and headed back, to her friends. She felt great despite her fall and fast run –– she was defiantly not injured in any way, hurrah! She knew her friends would be at the trout stream waiting – she had to collaborate their story – and blame Paula.





One mile away Paula lay alone and still on the ground, her horse lingered near by grazing. Paula had suffered a severe heart attack; brought on by the stress of the situation that had been placed upon her. She did not hear the siren of the ambulance as it stopped at her side. Two medics rushed out and began the procedures of resuscitation with no effect: little Paula was clinically dead! Her frail heart had ruptured – it would never beat again!





Still running back, Fiona saw the ambulance returning along the Brighton road. Then to her surprise, the ambulance slowed down, turned left on to the track which led from the main road to the wooden bridge over the trout stream.





In the distance Fiona could see the ambulance; a body was quickly being placed on a stretcher. She could now see some of her friends’ holding their horse’s bridles and standing by watching. Some of the horses and riders were blocking her view: Fiona could not see Annabelle or Paula. Paula’s dead body was already in the ambulance.


“Who was on the stretcher – Paula or Annabelle?” Fiona ponders… without a flicker of emotion. Ahead, she saw a white sheet placed over the entire body, and then the stretcher was carried into the ambulance. The person on the stretcher was dead! Fiona closed the distance, she then noticed the female jogger, standing by a gorse bush, idly watching, the proceedings out of morbid curiosity no doubt.


‘Nosy bitch!’ Fiona exclaims. She began running forward again.


“I will give that nosey cow a piece of my mind.” If the dead person on the stretcher was Paula?” Fiona reasoned, “so much the better. If it was Annabelle – so what – in future she would have to choose her next best friend more carefully.” Fiona Parker-Smyth was already beginning to feel her old self again. Impatiently Fiona shouted out and waved. Some of her friends turned and looked in her direction, but said nothing; they did not even bother to wave back.


“They were just bad losers” she knew.


Suddenly Fiona could see Annabelle; she had been hidden by one of the horses. Fiona shouted with all her might. Annabelle turns and had a long look in her direction, but did not acknowledge her.


‘Slag!’ Fiona exclaims.


The ambulance drove off. Then to her great surprise and shock – her friends quickly mounted their horses and began to return the way they had come, back to the manor house. “What a bloody nerve! Had they decided to send her to Coventry?”





The ambulance returned to the main road and turned left heading for Brighton; her friends turned right, back to the middle gallop and the manor house. None of them looked back – some friends they were. It was as if her friends did not want to have anything to do with her, and were keeping their distance. For once in her life Fiona Parker-Smyth was bitterly hurt by the sheer indifference of her peers towards her: she was a queen bee after all.


Again, Fiona shouted as loud as she could; only Annabelle briefly turned, but without reaction.


‘Some friend you are,’ Fiona shouts!’ Annabelle did not respond.


Fiona Parker-Smyth watched the ambulance drive out of sight. The female jogger had disappeared. Fiona walked to the spot where the stallion had jumped the trout stream and had thrown her. She was about to pick up her riding crop; perhaps her mobile was also lying around somewhere? She would phone her mother – get her side of the story told first. Get mother to ring the abattoir, and then organize someone to come and pick her up, and collect her valuable saddle and bridle.


Then, without hearing sound or movement, Fiona sensed someone was behind her – she turned quickly: it was the female jogger! She was just standing there as bold as brass, watching her without expression.


Fiona studied the young woman, with contempt and a critical eye. The jogger looked back at Fiona with composure and confidence, her skin was perfect, she was at least a good inch taller than Fiona; her bone structure was excellent, her beautiful body faultless. The jogger’s unblinking eyes looked back at her in a rather cold uncaring way. Even the vain Fiona Parker-Smyth had to admit this female possessed a compelling type of beauty, a type of beauty which Fiona would not choose to have in her close circle of friends: it was mesmerising.


Fiona then studied the jogger’s apparel. Her running outfit and trainers were of the best designer names, she was wearing a very expensive watch “probably fake.” Fiona judges.


‘You there!’ Fiona addresses the female, ‘who was on the stretcher – was it a girl called Paula? Is she dead?’


Instead of answering the question immediately… the beautiful female jogger held Fiona’s eyes with a long confident look before responding.


‘It was not Paula.’ The female answers, in a husky, sexy voice.


‘Well – who was it?’ Fiona snaps in impatient tones.


‘You!’


‘What! Don’t be stupid – I am here, standing right in front of you – are you blind?’


‘You died instantly – a broken neck!’ The female jogger answers, without emotion, but with the faintest hint of a smile.


‘Who are you?’ Fiona asks, ‘some kind of dim-wit, or weirdo from the new housing estate – what’s your name?’


‘I am La Demoiselle Requiem,’ answers the beautiful female jogger. ‘I am Mistress Death, one of the three Fates!’


‘Really!’ Fiona replies, ‘and what are you at night ‘Mistress Whiplash. Rubbish – I am here – I feel fine. I have run all the way to Millers Spinney and back – look I am not even out of breath.’


Mistress Death does not answer.


‘I have to get back home,’ continues Fiona, ‘my friends and mother will be waiting – and you can get off this gallop.’


‘Your mother will not be home. Your friends have driven her to the mortuary to identify your body,’ answers Mistress Death. You were the first today – the morticians are waiting – waiting to work on your naked body. The coroner has left.’


‘You nasty slut!’ Fiona shouts, ‘you are lucky I do not have a crop in my hand.’


A long moment of silence follows… Fiona looked around; her truculent attitude slowly changing… the truth was slowly sinking in. She slowly raised her hand and touched her hair, then her body – she felt something that was not her body.


‘Why did you pick on me – and not one of the others?’ She exclaims. Then in sad, subdued tones: ‘I can never go home again.’ Her anger returns quickly. ‘You – you, caused my death on purpose. You were distracting me. You wanted me to die – you killed me!’


Mistress Death smiles, a shallow, subtle smile that some powerful women use instead of words.


‘I came for Paula – it was her time – you distracted me.’


‘So Paula is also dead?’ Fiona asks looking around, with a hint of glee in her voice.


‘No!’ answered the Fate, ‘she is alive – I called the ambulance.’


‘But why me?’ Complains Fiona.


‘You were flirting with me – courting death. I am curious like a trout at a disturbance on the surface of the water.’ The Fate points a long graceful finger at a ripple in the trout stream.


‘Please bring me back from the dead – I will give you everything I have – you can still take Paula… or perhaps even Annabelle instead of me.’


‘Impossible,’ answers the Fate.


‘Why?’


‘Your body is no longer complete – your heart is missing!’


‘What!’ Fiona exclaims, ‘they did not have my permission?’


‘Your mother gave permission.’


‘You mean my mother wanted my heart for herself?’


‘No – your heart is now in Paula beating strongly.’


Fiona broke down in tears: there was no way back without a heart. Like most young humans she knew that death was inevitable; death waited so far ahead on the path of life… that it was out of sight and out of mind. Sudden death is a stranger to a young mind and body… sudden death only becomes a close companion in later years.


‘What happens to me now?’ Fiona asks sadly, resigned to the terrible fact that she had died.


‘You will remain on the downs,’ answers the Fate.


‘In this lonely desolate place – what happened to the rest in peace bit?’ ‘You left your body too early!’ The Fate answers, ‘a Soul is usually afraid to leave the warmth and security of the body it dwells in. As the temperature of its host drops, the soul become uncomfortable and sadly leaves.’


‘What happens then?’ Fiona asks.


‘It lingers near-by sad and lonely like a jilted lover… until the body is buried, only then will it drift away.’


‘I feel so cold – will I feel warmth again?’


‘No – you are a ‘tormented soul.’ The Fate looks at her watch.


Fiona began hurrying her words, knowing the Fate was becoming bored and would leave suddenly without warning.


‘I am very afraid – don’t go please. I am terrified of being alone.’


‘You will not be alone,’ the Fate answers.


Fiona followed the Fates gaze. There standing on the rise in the gloom was her black Barbary stallion, looking down at her with glowing red eyes; eyes that contained only hate and revenge. The stallion was pawing the ground and rising up on its hind legs, boxing the air with its sharp hooves. The sight of her stallion terrified Fiona. The stallion galloped towards her. Fiona turned back to the Fate: she had gone! Fiona began running – her soul would have no rest.





Annabelle Deville did not attend Fiona’s funeral; nor did any of her friends. Little Paula survived thanks to her new healthy heart.





Sometimes, on cold, windy winter nights, people walking or hiking over the rolling Sussex Downs, stop and listen… was that the sound of galloping hooves and a distant female voice… or perhaps just the wind softly whispering through the naked gorse bushes? They quickly hurry on their way.





The End




My Day of PMT Madness


Copyright© Jack Challis 2006





Saturday morning, I awake feeling depressed and gloomy just like the weather outside. I am at that time of the month – I know what’s going to happen: my day of PMT madness.


I will lose control of all my inhibitions. I crave alcohol – it is only nine o’clock in the morning. I can’t even bother to shower, comb my hair, or put on underwear. For breakfast I eat chocolate.


The young overweight couple next door are cleaning their new BMW. I need the milk on the doorstep; but can’t be bothered with small talk about their twelve month old, obese hairless pug nosed brat whose face resembles a Spud-u-like – it reminds me of Bill Mitchell.


The yearling smells like a dustbin and watches me like a hostile, toothless alien; staring hungrily at my proud shivering nipples, its nostrils flaring, while slowly wetting himself. Does it expect me to fish out a freezing tit and suckle it on the doorstep – dream on fat-so – they are empty and will remain so.


Simon, a teetotal intellectual colleague of mine thinks I am very attractive. He gushes with compliments; he asked if he could take me out next week. I said: “maybe – ring me.”


There’s a bottle of wine in the fridge, I stare at it… as if it’s the last bottle left on earth. Why not? I only had a couple of drinks last weekend. But its only nine thirty in the morning – bugger it!


After the first glass I feel better. When the bottle’s gone, I feel wonderful, happy, attractive – desirable even without make-up.


Next week, I will wear a knee length, tight black dress, sexy thin-strapped high heeled gold sandals, pink nail varnish and a smile – that’s all! That should make Simon’s little intellectual nuts tighten. Eye candy is all Simon will get… and a pair of lovers’ nuts to remember me by: sex is the last thing on my mind.


Now I want conversation not milk, I will talk to anyone, about anything – even the obese young couple next door and their podgy troll-like brat. I rush out – they have gone, only soapsuds remain and a disgusting soggy rusk: I study the gummed sucked rusk and feel nauseous.


I rush back indoors and talk to myself – turn up the radio and sing my head off. I sound like a half strangled jackdaw; I dance like a Whirling Dervish. Then I begin to look for another bottle – no luck – damn it!


I stare at a can of extra strong lager I keep for my dad’s visits… you know the type aggressive alcoholic tramps and Scottish football fans favour. My father is a Scot: but not a tramp, not an alcoholic, or a football fan – he loves rugby. Dad is a well respected brain surgeon.


I open the can – what the hell! The strong larger tastes like rocket fuel, it makes me belch and piss like a waterfall – I giggle like a schoolgirl – and smoke like Fag-ash Lil. I open the window and feel like shouting abuse at passers by… the road is empty: thank God! I need more alcohol! Dressing quickly, I rush to the supermarket hair standing on end, looking like a startled, menstrual racoon.


Then clutching a bottle, I corner the president of the WI Mrs Cuthbert-Clarke by the frozen peas. I can’t stop giggling… and talking to the stuck- up old tart. I make a humorous remark about her blue rinse and giggle: my remark goes down like the Titanic! The old crone recoils from my flamethrower breath and escapes into the crowd.


Simon has left a message full of compliments – I love compliments; he hopes I will be able to make it next week – he will ring back tomorrow – but I can’t wait, I need more compliments now! I ring him – he is out – damn him! I leave a garbled, senseless message, repeat myself and accidentally burp down the phone! How awful, but instead of apologizing, I giggle like a sixteen year old, hand over mouth.


The second bottle’s gone. My head hurts and I worry about my liver and the cigarettes I have smoked. I hate people who have no regrets – bloody liars! I cringe at my terrible behaviour. I dread seeing Simon on Monday. How embarrassing – degrading, what will people think? It happens every month, my day of PMT madness.


Tea-total Simon does not ring back – the smarmy, four-eyed little git with his baldhead and neat coiffure goatee. What do I care? I am thirty-two, a highly rated barrister: in five years a high court judge. I am still in my womanly prime; a rose in full bloom, still a catch for any man. Anyway, this only happens to me once a month. Thank God – I was not in court today!





The Golden Horde of Samarkand


We are pagans, who could never stay idle,


To gallop was our pleasure and pride;


We are slaves of the sword, stirrup and bridle


But the lords of the earth when we ride.




An Enchanted Reflection



Copywrite © Jack Challis2005 all rights reserved






The Empty Cottage: a face at the window





Charlotte Peterson was nervous. She began shivering while standing alone in a deserted country lane, the light was slowly fading. A thin drizzle was falling and the chilly east wind was increasing its careless flight over the dark, lifeless tree tops.


She looked up at the gloomy, lead grey sky; it would be dark in an hour. It was now four pm on a cold, wet and windy late afternoon in February; at that melancholic and depressing period of a late winter afternoon, when the pleasure of spring seemed an eternity away… and the promise of summer a tempting lie. She could not have picked a worse time for a viewing.


Charlotte hoped the young, female estate agent would arrive before it got dark: she was beginning to feel apprehensive.


When Charlotte had first arrived and parked her car on the opposite side of the lonely country lane; she was almost certain the faded and worn curtains in an upstairs window had moved. The curtains had discreetly moved only an inch or so… just enough for the watcher inside to get a brief glimpse of her. She had been told the cottage was empty?


Perhaps she had been mistaken, perhaps a draught of air had made the curtain move; this explanation reassured her. Charlotte began looking around. All the while that she had stood outside the old cottage not a single car or person had passed by her.


To her right stood an old arched stone bridge, Charlotte would have liked to satisfy her curiosity by taking a look at the bridge and the small river it spanned; but she was afraid to leave the safety of her car.


The cottage was the only property in Spillers Lane; half a mile from the busy A38 main road, deep in the wilds of rural South Devon.


Charlotte’s unease was slowly mounting, as she stood looking at the neglected two up two down isolated cottage. She moved back across the lane and stood by her car door – keeping an eye on the faded, weathered upstairs curtains. They did not move again.


If Charlotte Peterson had known the past history of the small cottage – and of how it would affect her life, she would have not waited for the estate agent to arrive.


Finally, the young, small and cute, spiky-haired female estate agent arrived in a bright, new red mini. The viewing was well over half an hour later than arranged. Pixie, the pretty young estate agent, who smelled of meadow flowers, and had the excited voice of a hen linnet, had: ‘Taken a wrong turning – giggle, giggle,’ a small hand over her cute, cherry-pie mouth, her small brown button eyes sparkling with elfin glee, as she waited for Charlotte’s reaction.


Charlotte smiled at the young girl’s bright eyed mischievous twinkle, and the exuberance of careless youth. ‘Pixie’ Charlotte thought had obliviously been named by her parents because of her quick movements and cute elfin looks.


‘I am a student – just part time – don’t really like selling houses,’ she excuses, as if divorcing herself from the estate agents and the sale of the cottage. Charlotte had a feeling that Pixie was the boss’s lazy student daughter and was reluctantly helping her father out.


The young girl gave her the usual rapid blurb. Then they both stood outside in silence shivering; Pixie seemed reluctant to enter the lonely property in Spillers Lane at this late hour and kept looking up at the darkening sky.


‘I think we should go in now,’ Charlotte suggests.


While the cute little estate agent rummaged in her bright red mini, like a demented squirrel, for the details; Charlotte more confident now, opened the front gate and took a closer look at the property. She was desperate for a low priced home of her own, away from people and the uncaring world of the city.


The front garden was overgrown. The wind-blown naked wisteria, clinging to the green algae-splashed cottage walls, looked dead. It’s moving, thin hanging twisted tendrils, resembled lifeless witch’s fingers – clawing at the dark green slime on the walls – leaving an obscure written curse, in curved violent lines – a curse written in some long forgotten ancient pagan script of the Dark Ages.


Among the weeds, Charlotte could see clumps of early daffodils peeping nervously out of the dark damp earth; they seemed intimidated by the bare, unfriendly, rampant brambles that dominated the whole garden. The brambles searching tendrils were already beginning to spread – seeking a weakness in the ground to penetrate and invade. The scattered clumps of dark grasping hooked thorns reminded her of rusty, pain inflicting barbed wire… sometimes seen on old battlefields revisited. A single apple tree stood nearby with at least a dozen parasitic bunches of mistletoe thriving on its branches.


Among the weeds and brambles, there was also a profusion of another plant. These purple tinged brave little shoots tenaciously clung to their rightfully allotted positions. They seemed unafraid of the mass of blood-letting thorns. Charlotte could not recognize this tenacious plant at its early stage of growth, without its flowers. When she finally did, the plant’s name would effect and change the rest of her life; change it in a most curious and frightening way.


“Every bramble would have to be uprooted” Charlotte decided, if she liked and bought the cottage. Brambles represented hostility and pain.


The excited voice of Pixie brought her back to reality.


‘Maybe you would prefer to view the property on another day – you know when the sun is out – it makes all the difference,’ the pretty elfin suggests with a nervous giggle, still not over-keen to enter the desolate abode in the dimming light… then as an afterthought.


‘The electricity has still to be connected, ‘there won’t be much light inside,’ she continues with bright eyed impish delight, at the prospect of postponing the viewing.


‘There is enough light left for me to get a good look at the condition of the interior – besides it was over four hours drive here,’ answers Charlotte, curious to look inside, after her long journey and wait.


Although the cottage had seen better days, Charlotte felt it had potential using a little female imagination and hard work. The cottage’s lonely location was just what she needed to recover from her past ordeal of the previous year. Charlotte had suffered the hidden dread of all middle class women young or old – to suddenly fall from the safety and comfort of a sheltered life – and crash down to root level. There was seldom a way back up.


She was constantly forced to keep moving from one grimy cold bed-sit to another. Forced to brush past hostile-eyed women in dimly lit passage ways. Like bullies in a school yard these painted harpies had ascertained her weakness. She had no defences against their sharp tongues and red claws.


All these situations added to, and deepened her depression. She felt vulnerable in that sordid, twilight world at ground level.


At work Charlotte had her fill of making pleasant conversation with secure happy people who seemed to have no outward worries, financial or domestic. Having to smile when she felt like crying, contributed to her depression and stress. In the evenings, her colleagues drove home to nice warm comfortable houses in residential tree line drives. She walked to a grotty bed-sit behind King’s Cross station.


Charlotte dreamed of owning her own home again, far away from crude alien people. Her new home had to be cheap enough to allow her to have a year off work to recover. She needed complete solitude, to repair her weary mind and ailing body. It was a messy divorce from her husband, an alcoholic, addicted gambler; he had all but ruined them financially.


Restoring the cottage would be like restoring her dilapidated life and fading body. With hard work and the country air, sleep should come naturally; cloaking her mind from her recent past. The chloroform of deep refreshing sleep had always eluded her, at a time she desperately craved a short period of restful oblivion. Despite her over consumption of alcohol, she still needed sleeping tablets… only then would the soft hands of Morphous’s daughter caress and soothe her tired mind and body with the balm of restful sleep.


Charlotte had recently begun taking her first drink in the morning! Alcohol and cigarettes had become a daily necessity: an addiction.


Hard work, she felt could help kick her cravings and help make her mark on this humble abode. The peace and tranquillity of the countryside would help her to become part of the normal world again. The cottage was also by far the cheapest she had viewed. ‘Is the cottage empty?’ Charlotte asks, remembering the ‘moving curtain’ when she first arrived.


‘Absolutely!’ Pixie exclaims.


‘Has anyone else had the keys to view the property today?’ Charlotte persists.


‘No – you are the only person interested in the cottage,’ answers the cute elfin agent, with a refreshing honesty, considering her job.


‘When was the property last lived in?’


‘Err… I am not sure,’ she answers. ‘I have only been working for the agency a few weeks – the only job I could find.’ With no other option, but to show Charlotte around the interior of the cottage; the cute estate agent cautiously approaches the door and gingerly turns the key in the shiny brand new door lock.


‘Why has a new door lock been fitted?’ Charlotte enquires curiously.


‘Squatters – new age travellers,’ answers the young estate agent, ‘they got into this cottage just after Christmas – they were forced out of another property they had occupied for over two years by the police – just six miles up the road. But they never stopped long enough here to do any damage – I checked only last week.’


‘Did the police move them on?’ Charlotte asks, wondering why the squatters stay was so short.


‘Fortunately, they moved on of their own free will – otherwise we could not have placed the cottage on the market – ‘squatters’ are still legally classed as tenants.’


The door slowly opens. Pixie stuck her spiky haired head tentatively around the door. “As if expecting to find Dracula hanging from the ceiling,” thought Charlotte.


The interior of the cottage was not as bad as Charlotte had expected, considering the squatters’ occupation. She stared at the cans of extra strong lager scattered around the floor; they brought back bad memories of her stay in London while her divorce was in process.


It was the type of drink that the aggressive, ragged-sleeved tramps favoured. They would cautiously emerge at dusk from the crumbling brickwork, and the damp cellars of the near by squalor. Having to apply make-up and comb their hair in the dark… made them look like escaped inmates from Bedlam. They blinked nervously at the flashing neon lights. Then gaining confidence, they began dancing with the vitality of inebriated goblins – around smoky fires, screaming obscenities at those who stopped to stare at their frenzied doings.


These city-trolls added to Charlotte’s misery when they took up post, demanding a toll from travellers who wished to pass over a rusting narrow foot bridge behind King’s Cross Station, to reach their squalid bed-sits.


Charlotte remembered the cold, miserable London evenings, making her tired way home from work. She dreaded running the nightly gauntlet. Especially when she had no small change in her pocket, or was just short of money to pay her toll for safe passage; she would then suffer volleys of threatening abuse from agile tongues. These toll-keepers could smell vulnerability. She would never allow herself to be in that position again.





The heavy smell of incense and dope still lingered in the cottage, hanging suspended in the damp air and the half light of approaching winter’s dusk. Many black half burnt, home-made candles stood in little rings like crocked, petrified beings. These circles were dotted here and there. The candles were too far apart to provide efficient light; it looked more like some satanic ritual had taken place. Several large pentangles were drawn in black chalk on the peeling walls and dirty floors.


The cute trainee estate agent rushed the viewing, as if expecting the cottage to collapse at any moment. Unknown to Charlotte, Pixie was bursting to tell her about the frightening experience she had had inside the cottage on her last visit, but just managed to hold her cute little tongue. Her father had advised: “It would hardly sell the property my dear.” He knew his spoilt daughter often used her vivid imagination to escape work.





A week before Charlotte’s viewing, while in the small bedroom taking measurements, Pixie had suddenly begun to feel uneasy; to cheer herself up she began to sing in a small tuneful chirrup. It was then she heard a mans voice behind her. Although she did not catch what the male voice said, it had an enquiring tone. Turning to look, she found the room empty “perhaps her father was checking up on her.” She rushed downstairs – the house and garden were deserted. Then as she turned to re-enter the cottage she thought her hand had touched something soft – part of someone’s body – but when she looked no one was there. Without re-entering the cottage Pixie locked the back and front doors and left quickly.





When entering the smaller bedroom upstairs – where the ‘incident’ happened – Pixie let Charlotte in, and then took up a running conversation peeping at her through a three quarter-closed door, like some nervous imp – ready to bolt at the first sign of danger.


When asked: ‘What was the matter?’ by Charlotte, Pixie lies. ‘On my last visit – I spotted a rather nasty looking spider in the corner,’ she explains with small, twinkling, brown button eyes.


Although Charlotte now felt entrapped, in case the ‘nasty looking spider’ suddenly reappeared, and took exception to her presence; she still had to smile at the small bright eyed, elfin face peeping at her through the gap in the door. Nasty looking arachnids were not high on Charlotte Peterson’s list of favourite wildlife either.


Apart from some mould, peeling wallpaper, some seventies looking cupboards and fittings, which were totally out of character, the interior was in relatively good condition. She could see all the old oak beams, had been taken out and dumped in the back garden: philistines!


Charlotte had to check the front room; it was in this room where the old lace curtains had moved when she was standing outside alone. By just moving the curtains an inch or so, she could see exactly where she had been standing outside a short while ago. In the quickly fading light she noticed some foot prints on the dust covered floor right by the window: the foot prints looked deformed. Charlotte pushed the footprints from her mind.





Outside, apart from a few missing tiles from the roof, there seemed no structural damage to the cottage. This was later confirmed by the surveyor – who was in such a hurry to leave the cottage – he forgot his laser-tape.


The back garden was a moss covered mess: a split seventies plastic water feature stood on its side; a large intact Dublin sink lay on a pile of bricks and rubble, all framed by unfriendly stinging nettles. Charlotte would return the sink to its rightful place. The garden was surrounded by a hawthorn hedge festooned, and interwoven with wild woodbine, which was just beginning to sprout small buds. Half grown weeping willows and a tall silver birch stood a-back from the mess, as if distancing themselves from the untidy shambles of the garden. She noted the tall silver birch would provide welcome shade, on a hot summer’s day.


However, Charlotte had missed two very important features in the garden; one feature was half buried under the pile of rubble, the other was hidden in the wild-woodbine festooned hedge. Both of these features would be the cause of her terror during one late evening of young summer. But as if to counteract the terror, Charlotte would also find enchantment: a very strange enchantment indeed.





An Enchanted Reflection


The Disappearing Posies


Charlotte decided to buy the cottage. She knew the garden would take up as much work as the inside of the property.


She vowed to return the exterior and interior of the cottage to its original design. She put in an offer the next day – regardless of the over grown garden and the possibility of inheriting: “a rather nasty looking, spider lurking somewhere.”


Her offer was accepted immediately by the distant owners. Delighted, Charlotte hoped she had made the right choice. She needed isolation and a project. There would be no phone installed, not until she was ready for the outside world again.


Charlotte breathed a sigh of relief as she turned the key and entered the cottage in Spillers Lane; she felt this was a new beginning. “But why had it remained empty for so long?”


Although the cottage had a different name at that time; unknown to Charlotte it was known by the locals as, ‘Amelia’s Cottage’ and was on a gentle slope at the bottom of which ran a lovely gin clear, giggling stream. This stream was dotted with small circular clumps of golden water-weed, shimmering and weaving just below the surface. This pristine flow of water was crossed by a charming high arched, old stone bridge.


This bridge was locally known as Drovers’ Bridge. In the stream’s shallows, tiny minnows darted and flashed. If one looked closely, small tinted brown trout marked time with the swaying clumps of water weed. The trailing water weeds gave the impression of gently swimming against the current. These golden clumps of snaking, water-weeds reminded Charlotte of a shoal of Mermaids, swimming up-stream; attended by a retinue of small brown trout and minnows.


Just below the apex of the bridge was a small, deep pool; the only part of the stream where She could not see the stony bottom through the crystal glimmer of water. There was something very strange and disturbing about this deep pool that she as yet had not noticed: her reflection was missing.


This deep pool would soon pose another mystery for her – something she did not miss – something that did not frighten but roused her curiosity. From then on Charlotte always stood on the apex of the old stone bridge, gazing idly below. Looking down at the clear moving flow of water had a therapeutic effect on her. The gentle ripples soothed her troubled mind’s-eye and seemed to calm her stressed body. The gentle flow seemed to carry away her anxieties and humiliations of the past year. Charlotte always felt mentally and physically refreshed after a visit to the ancient bridge. The bridge was becoming her favourite spot to linger, before and after her walks into the lovely South Devon countryside.


Despite her new found happiness her need for alcohol remained; alcohol was a talented temptress in times of stress and happiness… did not alcohol enhance happiness with intoxicated exuberance and cloak stress with false optimism? Every time Charlotte had the urge to drink she visited the bridge until the craving subsided.





A week later, her first job on the cottage was to remove the seventies looking sign with a ridiculous name, a name the past owners presumed passers by would find amusing.


The cottage needed a total make-over. She would do the cosmetic work herself and pay a tradesman to replace a few tiles on the roof; weather-proof and paint the out-side walls, which were a dull depressing algae smeared, greenish grey. Under the eves, she could see small splashes of pale pink. Charlotte knew it was once the fashion of country folk to mix ox-blood with whitewash, producing a pale pastel pink. She wanted colour, brightness and softness back into her life. She would match the original colour.
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